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Abstract: 


In the states, Millennials are the last generation to have at least a pop-cultural 
awareness of the concept of phone sex. Despite coming of age during a 
transitional phase of social interaction, they viewed rather too copiously raunchy 
FOX sitcoms and Cinemax specials to forget their roots. DEF COMEDY JAM was 
still a thing, and the extant current of social justice concerns were too far in the 
front-view to be a conceptual tincture for the fact that they hated their voices 
and found doing even the worst approximations of foreign accents hilarious 
(thanks SIMPSONS, IN LIVING COLOR, SNL, MADTV, &c.). This kind of anti-social 
insecurity meant that they would embrace reading. Yes, the READING IS 
FUNDAMENTAL generation would decide that reading is not only foundational (to 
what?), but it is preferable in terms of comfort and ease. 


So it is no surprise that, with the advent of text messaging, Millennials have 
forever opted for this cleaner—though by no means more elucidating —method of 
communication. The LOL generation, the progenitorial generation of emoji usage 
(remember <@:-)~), the generation of memesters; they have been surpassed in 
every category by the Zs: those sleepy motherfuckers who by turns leave more 
progressive and simultaneously regressive (real life exemplars of the ouroboros) 
footprints. 


Yet still, the Millennials allowed themselves to be sophisticatedly base (quite 
impressive, these mento-cultural gymnastics). The last time they enjoyed 
anything resembling phone sex was probably vicariously—on a rap record with 
skits. Enter: SEXTING. 


“| like it ‘cause you can multitask. Arousal needn’t be immediately gratifying. It 
can be a slow burn, an all-workday event wherein you can edge yourself without 
anyone in your propinquity being any-the-wiser,” said Cherry (not her “Christian” 
name), 31 (paraphrased). 


“It's incredibly visual,” said Jake, 33. “Like a Prince painting. I can’t tell you how 
many times I’ve screenshotted something some girl said to me because it was 
that good, you know? Like, ‘your body is so hot, dude, | want to melt butter 
between your thighs and add it to my pesto pasta.’ It’s hot and healthy, | guess. Is 
pesto healthy? I mean, pasta is carbs, but... it’s green, so it's gotta be good, 
right?” 


“Sending dick pics ain't the done thing unless you ask first, but | find it can be 
exciting af to get a reaction out of her. Especially if she’s a size queen. Fuck, | 


think I’m getting hard enough to prep some dick selfies right now,” said Phillip, 
29. 


Alejandra, 36, said: “Sometimes me and my girlfriends share all the unsolicited 
nudes we get from guys, and it turns into this big, bi-sapphic circle flick. | have 
an oversized clit, so they would all talk about how they'd rather suck my 
homologous member than open their legs for Juanny Quatro Pingo or whatever. 
Nothing made my panties wetter.” 


Subjects: 


Cherry, 31 YO female. White. Straight. Cocktail waitress. Two 
children. 


Jake, 33 YO male. Asian. Bi-curious. Physically fit. Adjunct Art 
History professor. Divorced. 


Phillip, 29 YO male. Latino. Panserual. YouTube Gamer. Open 
relationship with girlfriend. 


Alejandra, 36 YO female. Afro-Latina. Bi-sexual. Lawyer. Dating. 
One child. 


Research; Cherry, 31: 


PJ: You like to suck dick? 

Cherry: Oh, you're that guy doing that thing? 

PJ: Yes, I have a 'thing, if that's what the kids are calling it these days. 
Cherry: LOL, I don't know about you, but I'm an adult. 

PJ: Are you? 

Cherry: Pm getting to that point where my tits will be pointing to the floor any 
year now. 

PJ: Oh, they must be plump. 

Cherry: Not right now. When I'm on my period, sure. 

PJ: Are you on your period? 

Cherry: If I say yes, you'll do this whole ‘suck me beautiful’ thing, and Fm not sure 
Pm okay with that. 

PJ: I'm horny. Not a monster. 

Cherry: LOL, whatev you say. 

PJ: What's your cup size? 

Cherry: D 

PJ: Nice. 

Cherry: This is boring, dude. 

PJ: Maybe that's the point. 

Cherry: I'd rather just meet and blow you in person. 

PJ: That a fact? 

Cherry: Yes, you can shoot your load into the back of my throat. I have no gag 
reflex. 

PJ: Nice. 

Cherry: Yeah, you can face fuck me for a grand. 

PJ: Pricey. 

Cherry: But not boring. 

PJ: My cock is like a wet noodle rn. 

Cherry: LMAO, you got ED dude? 

PJ: I'm a monster. But I’m not erect. Yet. 

Cherry: You are confusing. 

PJ: I want to slap your face with my cock. 

Cherry: Go on. 

PJ: Show me your tits. 

Cherry: I don't do that. 

PJ: For a grand? 

Cherry: Dude, I’ve offered you physical relief for that. 

PJ: I fear physical contact. 

Cherry: You're fucken weird. 

PJ: And you're expensive. 


Cherry: I’m hot. 

PJ: Mildly. 

Cherry: Fuck you dude. 

PJ: Just being honest. 

Cherry: Pm not the one with virility issues. 

PJ: How you know I’m not fucking with you? 

Cherry: I don't. How much longer do you need me, because I’ve got plans. 
PJ: Hot date? 

Cherry: Work. 

PJ: You talk to any men at your job? 

Cherry: Sometimes. I used to fuck the owner. 

PJ: But not anymore? 

Cherry: No. 

PJ: Why not? 

Cherry: Because he's married and "making it work.” 
PJ: So you're a homewrecker? 

Cherry: How is his slippery, slithery dick my fault? I didn't even know until his 
best friend told me. 

PJ: My caulking gun is loaded. 

Cherry: Really? 

PJ: Hard as a rock. 

Cherry: OMG. LOL, you're kidding. You're regarded, dude. 
PJ: Tell me about your panties. What color? 

Cherry: Pm not wearing any. 

PJ: Easy access. 

Cherry: Not for you. 

PJ: I'm so & though. Wanna see? 

Cherry: I can use my imagination. 

PJ: Ever fucked a customer? 

Cherry: Yep. 

PJ: How was that? 

Cherry: Exciting. I squirted. 

PJ: Did he like you pissing all over him? 

Cherry: You're one of those. 

PJ: One of what? A perv? 

Cherry: Nothing. 

PJ: Heard you do dick ratings on OF. Wanna rate mine? 
Cherry: Only if you've got 15 bucks. 

PJ: I offered you a k for a titty picture, I definitely have 15$. 
Cherry: Good for you. 

PJ: You seem hostile. 

Cherry: What is the point of this? 


PJ: Just an observation. 

Cherry: But you can't see me—! walked into that. 

PJ: © © © LOLOLOLOLOL 

Cherry: It's not that funny. 

PJ: I'm not really laughing. 

Cherry: I figured. You seem lost. 

PJ: You sound like my therapist. 

Cherry: Now I’m interested. 

PJ: We used to fuck. 

Cherry: She learned to respect herself? 

PJ: Expensive habit. Are you a misogynist? 

Cherry: Are you? 

PJ: Answering questions with questions is dick deflating. 
Cherry: Good? 

PJ: Wanna see? 

Cherry: No way. Soft dicks look like bloated worms on a hot summer day. 
PJ: Never seen that. 

Cherry: Just look down. 

PJ: Kind of want to send you unsolicited. 

Cherry: Kind of want to barf. And then kind of want to report you. 
PJ: | like your sass. 

Cherry: I’m serious. 

PJ: #metoo 

Cherry: Really? Fuck. 

PJ: ROTFLMMFAO 

Cherry: sUcK m3 b34uTifUI 

PJ: Hahaha. 

Cherry: You’re like the drunk assholes | deal with most nights. 
PJ: Good thing? 

Cherry: Are you regarded? 

PJ: DISNEYLAND. 

Cherry: What? 

PJ: It’s frm a movie. 

Cherry: | don’t care. 

PJ: What’s your favorite movie? 

Cherry: COYOTE UGLY 

PJ: Haven’t seen that in a while. 

Cherry: | am going to assume that means you’ve never seen it. 
PJ: Please do. 

Cherry: If your goal is to absolutely repulse me, then you’ve succeeded. Feel like 
you’re not even trying. 

PJ: I am. You don’t seem receptive. 


Cherry: The idea is that you use words to pry my legs open. But you're like an 
English speaking version of those dudes who ask to see bobs. 

PJ: Bobs? 

Cherry: Show me bobs plez. 

PJ: [REDACTED PHOTO] 

Cherry: LOL, awesome. 

PJ: Your turn. 

Cherry: Nice try. 

PJ: Jesus. I'm just trying to replicate your normal sextual interactions. 
Cherry: I see. Well, it’s not worth it for me to relive that shit. I don't want to show 
bobs or see dicks. 

PJ: Face fuck offer rescinded? 

Cherry: Not at all. Pm a working class ho. Rather taste dick than look at it. 
PJ: Dick-a-lectical materialist, huh? 

Cherry: Something like that. 

PJ: What turns you on? 

Cherry: I can tell you what turns me off. 

PJ: Shoot your textual load. 

Cherry: You're fucken weird! 

PJ: Thanks. 

Cherry: Not a compliment! 

PJ: A cumpliment? 

Cherry: 42 good job. I am not bored now. 

PJ: Lovely. 

Cherry: I went to college, you know. 

PJ: I do know. But does community college count? 

Cherry: Fuck you man. lol. 

PJ: j/k 

Cherry: Rite. My point is that you don't have to treat me low class cuz I work in a 
bar. I’m not a stripper. 

PJ: | like strippers. 

Cherry: Me too. Js. 

PJ: Sex work is work. 

Cherry: Ok. 

PJ: ;) 

Cherry: Have you read Lenin, btw? 

PJ: No. 

Cherry: the joke about materialism had me thinking of that. 

PJ: Pve been known for pertness from time to time. 

Cherry: Ok. 


PJ: Have you? 


Cherry: not seriously. But my dad was a big fan. For the longest I thought he just 
liked the beetles. Lmao. Should’ve known an Italian american union guy from 
Jersey would never. Sinatra all the way. Drank himself to death. 

Cherry: Beatles* 

PJ: I'm an artist. haha. Probably have a lot in common with him. 

Cherry: Lol, ya think? 

PJ: Why not? 

Cherry: He was a garbage man for 30 years. 

PJ: Nevermind. 

Cherry: ? 

PJ: He actually did a service. I’m just an alcoholic. 

Cherry: I should ask this in my line of work but have you thought about AA? 
Cherry: shouldn't* 

PJ: Don’t try to help me. 

Cherry: Ok, well I'll give you a real bj if ya want. 

PJ: How much? 

Cherry: Free. Pm not a whore. Besides, you don’t really have that kind of money, 
do you? 

PJ: Grants. 

Cherry: Oh. 

PJ: Yeah, so the government will just give you money to do bullshit like this. Just 
write some essays and voila! Adult pizza party on the taxpayers dime. 

Cherry: n people starve every day. 

PJ: That's the sad part, but I’m not going to pretend like I give a shit. I’m just 
trying to do this before the only thing they'll fund is art centered on identity 
politics. 

Cherry: Your honesty is refreshing. 2 

PJ: I don’t know if that’s a compliment. 

Cherry: It's jus a statement. 

PJ: Okay. 

PJ: Is it wrong if Pve been touching myself this whole time? 

Cherry: No? 

PJ: So I have your permission? 

Cherry: Does it matter what I think? 

PJ: I guess not. 

Cherry: My son touches himself in front of everyone. 

PJ: Burgeoning young perv. 

Cherry: No. Just a kid. The therapist said it was normal. 

PJ: Expensive habit. 

Cherry: Therapy? 

PJ: Yeah. Like I said. 

Cherry: I have my ways. ©) 


PJ: | bet. 

Cherry: Again, not a whore. 

PJ: Why are you so defensive about it? 

PJ: Why do you keep using that particular epithet? 

Cherry: Sex worker sounds so literal. 

Cherry: You'd think an artist would go with a more creative, powerful describer. 
PJ: And just offend everyone? Honey, you ever spent a minute in my milieu? 
Cherry: ? Showing your nude body to unsuspecting women isn't offensive? 
PJ: Shouldn't be. 

Cherry: Ifs, buts, candy and nuts... 

PJ: Speaking of. 

Cherry: omg 

Cherry: the problem is that we're not unsuspecting at all. We can see it coming a 
mile away. 

PJ: Pm not sending pictures. Promise. 

Cherry: no, I’m actually curious. You got swollen blue balls? 

PJ: Definitely. 

Cherry: Send. 

PJ: [REDACTED PHOTO] 

PJ: [REDACTED PHOTO] 

Cherry: wtf dude. 

PJ: ??? 

Cherry: You should probably see a doctor. 

PJ: It’s normal. 

Cherry: Really? It looks bad, dude. 

PJ: Promise you I just need to jizz. 

Cherry: | don’t think that’s it. 

PJ: Ok nurse Cherry. 

Cherry: Js dude. I’ve never seen nuts that swollen. Makes me glad I’m a girl. 
PJ: there’s a reference to a Dave Attell joke somewhere in there. 

Cherry: who 

PJ: Not important. When you want to meet up? 

Cherry: Shit, Pm kind of scared they're going pop and puss everywhere. 

PJ: They’re going to bust and cum everywhere. 

Cherry: I’ll be sure to be gentle. 

PJ: I like gentle. Until Pm climaxing anyways 

Cherry: betcha gonna cum fast. 

PJ: I wanna grab your face and fuck it down your throat. 

Cherry: | get wet when guys try to make me gag. They can’t but hot when they 
try. 

PJ: fuck 

Cherry: ??? 


PJ: Pm cumming. Fuck 
Cherry: 4* 40 è? Gooood job. 4° 22 4° 
PJ: | can't stop. 


Results: 


There were at least two attempts in the week following this exchange to contact 
her for a physical rendezvous, but those were met with silence. The subject never 
replied again. 


Research; Jake, 33: 


PJ: Hi. 

Jake: Who's this? 

PJ: PJ. From the project. 

Jake: Oh. 

PJ: Yeah, so do you have time right now? 

Jake: Yeh. 

PJ: How's it going? 

Jake: Busy man. Busy. 

PJ: I imagine so. You teach, correct? 

Jake: Yeh. Art history. 

PJ: That any fun? 

Jake: It really depends. I had my students watch part of Warhol’s “Empire” for an 
entire "lecture” while I ducked out to the YMCA to work out. 

PJ: lol, what was the reaction to that? 

Jake: Most of them left, I'm sure. I would have. 

PJ: Is that the super long one? 

Jake: Yeh. Kind of sucks. It’s a case of an artist hoping that shallow content will 
equate to cerebral depth or something. 

PJ: Ive never cared for Warhol. 

Jake: Some of the shit is good, but he's kind of a chore to talk about. Most 
students want to talk about his sexuality. 

PJ: That's not surprising. 

Jake: It's not? I think it's weird as hell. 

PJ: You don't think who an artist consorts with has any bearing on their work? 
Jake: Somewhat? Strange phrasing. But I don't think most of his stuff is explicitly 
sexual anyway. In fact, there's almost nothing erotic about him. He's no 
Mapplethorpe. 

PJ: That's fair. 

Jake: It's mostly sexless pap. 

PJ: That's a religious upbringing for you. Heh. 

Jake: Wouldn't know anything about it. 

PJ: Me neither, tbh. 

Jake: That's a white people thing. 

PJ: Hmm? 

Jake: Being all fucked up because their parents made them go to church. 

PJ: I don't think so. That's not exclusively a white thing. Ever met Black people 
raised Southern Baptist? Or hyper-catholocized latinos? 

PJ: latinxs* whatever. 

Jake: © 

Jake: Yeh. Ok, true. But white people are much louder about it. 


PJ: The only thing Fm loud about is the raucous erpression of absolute pleasure 
when being serviced. 

Jake: Oh nice segue. 

PJ: Thanks. Dudes are usually more open to this sort of thing. 

Jake: Mhm sexting women is a lot more complicated. Less room for error. 

PJ: Unless the guy is vehemently homophobic. 

Jake: Definitely happens. But for real, those assholes really going to pretend like 
they were never in chatrooms pretending to be girls? 2 

PJ: Hell, | did that kind of shit. 

Jake: We all did. I can’t tell you how many questions I got about whether or not I 
had a sideways vagina. Imao. 

PJ: Did they not have access to porn?? It was right at their soggy, stinky little 
fingertips. 

Jake: A/S/L? 

PJ: BOGS 

Jake: 14/F/TX 

PJ: 17/F/MEXICO 

Jake: Yeh, crazy variation, too. I was a MILF once. 

PJ: lol. Saying I was from Mexico and not speaking any Spanish was a gamble. 
Jake: You live in Texas. 

PJ: Raised in Plano, dude. Lol, might be taquerias and car repair shops named 
after tios on every other corner now, but back then, it was cul de sacs and 
identical town homes as far as the eye could see. 

Jake: For the love of god we aren't going to talk about the G word, are we? 

PJ: Gay? 

Jake: © 

PJ: Gay-ish. Ha, like those TV shows. 

Jake: hahahahaha! 

PJ: I know you mean gentrification. Nah. You know Tabitha Domingiiez? 

Jake: Should I? 

PJ: The umlaut over the u is complete affect. She has this whole installation 
about how “y t” has gentrified everything, and where is it, you ask? In a gallery 
that has a dress code and serves wine. It funny because about %3 of the audience 
are the affluent “yts” the piece rails against. Liberals are funny. 

PJ: It’s* 

Jake: yts? 

Jake: Oh. 

Jake: I’m a liberal, I guess, and I think it’s dumb. Most people live where they can 
afford to live. 

PJ: Yes, but in the art world, such that it is on our side of it, a lot of stock is 
placed on how you fit in. And where you come from and how authentic that is in 
relation to your art. 


Jake: Oh hell yeah. I'm just glad I'm teaching about art and not having to suffer 
the actual artists. 

PJ: Hey now. 

Jake: lol, a lot of them can’t even paint. +” 

PJ: I'm an MS Paint legend. 

Jake: Trashy. 

PJ: When you have nothing of importance to say, just baffle ‘em with eccentricity. 
Jake: If it’s a marketable hustle, | don’t see why not. 

PJ: Does better than my OF. 

Jake: | got one of those too. 

PJ: Show. 

Jake: Still in the getting to know you phase. 

Jake: No offense. 

PJ: It’s an interview for an art project, not a date. 

Jake [WHY NOT BOTH GIF] 

PJ: 2 

PJ: PII show you mine if you show me yours. 

Jake: Nice try. 

PJ: You are curious about guys? 

Jake: A bit, yeh. I am fascinated by cut bodies. The deltoids. The vs Women can't 
really achieve that kind of physique. 

PJ: Women who body build arouse me. %, Fully. Morrissey called it a “bulbous 
salutation” in his book, and I thought it was the best line he ever came up with. 
PJ: OG 

Jake: I find it off-putting. I mean, it's cool. But it's not pleasing to look at. 

PJ: That's the art history teacher in you. If there were an artist in there, he'd get 
it. 

Jake: You think? I just think a lot of them look like burnt hot dogs. 

PJ: Wieners. They look like burnt cocks? 6) 

Jake: if you associate those things, sure, be my guest. 

PJ: You should have an artist in you. 

Jake: Forward much? 

PJ: Ew. The "insert thing” “much” phrase makes my flesh write against the 
pink-ish meats underneath. 

Jake: Insert thing. Lol 

PJ: That's hot. You ever done anything with a man? 

Jake: Just watch porn. 

PJ: Entry level. Almost too passé to be considered the slightest homoerotic. 
That's akin to a handshake in fraternities across the country 

Jake: I take it you're experienced. 

PJ: I've taken some strolls. 

Jake: Euphemism? 


PJ: No idea. 

Jake: So you're not always as clever as you put on. 

PJ: Damn baby, you've got daggers. 

Jake: 4 

PJ: We've gotta do a dick measuring contest, man. 

Jake: Im afraid. 

PJ: Don't be. One time I masturbated with a guy who joked he was hung like an 
insect. He wasn't lying. 

Jake: You think Pm suggesting I am similarly endowed? 

PJ: Does it matter? 

Jake: I think it does! 

Jake: How would you like it? 

PJ: © 

Jake: I just feel like that's racist, man. 

PJ: What is? 

Jake: Asian guys assumed to possess ridiculously undersized dicks. 

PJ: Definitely is. No doubt. 

Jake: So in true bourgeois white male fashion, you will continue said line of 
thought no matter what evidence to the contrary might crop up. 

PJ: Hinting at you possibly showing me your dick? 

Jake: Nope. But I'll pin my location if you promise to not get obsessed. 
PJ: Me? Obsessed? With whom? 

Jake: © 

Jake: I am picturing sexy ass masculine coyness. 

PJ: Sexy is a rarely used adjective in reference to myself, so I'll take it. Ha. 
Jake: But racist is? 

PJ: Everything can be racist if you analyze it enough. 

Jake: Evade, reframe, punctuate nonchalantly. 

Plo 4 

Jake: © 

PJ: Is it possible to have an entire intelligible conversation through emojis? 
Jake: [INSERT MAC THROUGH GOD ALL THINGS POSSIBLE GIF] 

PJ: [INSERT SHAQ AND CAT GIF] 

Jake: Oh, are we on for this? 

PJ: Maybe. Can I be honest? 

Jake: ? 

PJ: | have a small penis. 

Jake: Big, if true. 

PJ: Lmao, you get it. 

Jake: Don’t know if I want it. But I mean, for experimental purposes, it wouldn't 
be as challenging. 

PJ: | measured it. 


Jake: Yeh. as we all do. 

PJ: L/G/V? 

Jake: You'll have to explain that one. 

PJ: Length/Girth/Volume. Then there's BP and NBP. For bone pressed and 
non-bone pressed. 

Jake: Bone pressed? 

PJ: It's to compensate for any length covered by pubic pads of fat. 

Jake: You know a lot about this. 

PJ: Even the straightest, most manly men amongst us feel rather comfortable 
talking about and showing each other our dicks. I probably read more about 
dicks online than I do vaginas. 

Jake: But you can't get enough of tits, right? 

PJ: Exactly... am I gay? 

Jake: #5 

PJ: So PII tell you mine if you tell me yours. 

Jake: I'd have to do it again. 

PJ: Take your time. 

Jake: You want to engage in a dick measuring contest? 

PJ: I thought you'd never ask. Hehehe 

Jake: No pictures. 

PJ: Aww, why not? 

Jake: It detracts from the mystique. 

PJ: In this age of instant gratification, an almost feminine concern. This isn't the 
1920s where a little gam was enough to get a gentleman hot 'neath the collar. 
Besides, I am not a gentleman. 

Jake: *jerk off motion” 

Jake: And I'm the divorced one. 

PJ: Shit, I was jettisoned before my kid was even born. 

Jake: This is not surprising. © 

PJ: Anyway, just measured. I’m 5.3” length, almost 5 girth. 

Jake: Holyshit we’re dick twinsies. 

PJ: Twinsies! I say that too! L 

Jake: ? in a box? 

PJ: Dick, yes! Whatever. 2 Yours? 

Jake: 5.4 length 4.8 girth. Super close. 

PJ: It feels good to be honest. 

Jake: You usually lie? 

PJ: To women. They almost never offer to measure. 

Jake: No sph for you then. 

PJ: Unfortunately not. 

Jake: Wanna shame me? 

PJ: I was going to ask you that! 


PJ: Thanks for stealing my shine, pencil dick! 

Jake: It's feeling a little dull. Wanna sharpen it with your ass? 

PJ: Mouth maybe. No ass stuff for me. 

Jake: Not very gay of you. 

PJ: Sexuality is a spectrum, as they say. 

Jake: No shit. 

PJ: You angry, little one? 

Jake: I’m happy. 

PJ: Why? Have you actually ever felt a birth canal with that thing? 
Jake: Hold on. 

PJ: What? 

Jake: Why did you do that? 

PJ: What? 

Jake: Use birth canal instead of pussy. 

PJ: Creative license. 

Jake: It makes me picture women giving birth. Is that sexy to you? 
PJ: Childbirth is a beautiful thing. 

Jake: Sure is. My sister shit herself. 

PJ: That is a thing that happens. But the word pussy sounds so vulgar. 
Jake: Isn’t this supposed to be sexting? 

PJ: Good point. | must drink more so as to kill the little Puritan of the soul. 
Jake: You saying you have a homunculus? 

PJ: A what? 

Jake: Whatever it is. | don’t know. Just sounded biblical. 

Jake: You’re a little cuck, too. 

PJ: Don’t make me hard. 

Jake: Hard? I didn’t know things that small could get noticeably hard. 
PJ: You would know that. 

PJ: What we really need is a bull to shame us. 

Jake: That would be hot. One with a big gut, preferably. To contrast with my 
chiseled physique. 

PJ: Some men compensate with material acquisitions. Others with personal care. 
I chose the third way. 

Jake: What's that? 

PJ: Self-deprecating humor and disagreeability. 

Jake: Interesting way to call yourself an asshole. 2 

PJ: I thrive on creativity. 

Jake: It makes you really bad at this though. 

PJ: Whatever. You like it. 

PJ: You're jerking it now. I can tell by the lapse in response time. 

PJ: Does stroking that little pencil dick sharpen it? 

Jake: Mmm. I don't know. Wanna see? 


PJ: That's what I've been waiting for. 
Jake: Hold on... 


PJ: Need visual or textual help? 

Jake: Sorry. Think about to spew. 

PJ: Already. 

PJ: 8==== ~~ nN NN 

[SHAKY VIDEO OF AVG SIZED WEIRDLY MUSHROOM SHAPED PENIS 
VOLCANICALLY POPPING ITS TOP W/GUTTURAL GASPS] 

PJ: Holy shit. 

PJ: That was amazing. 

PJ: An aesthetic wonder. 

PJ: Too beautiful to sully with my own base carnality. 


Results: 


When I met Jake, I also met his ex-wife and Fm telling you, I've never giggled so 
hard. She was much more doughy and pale than I expected. Still, like him, she 
was Asian. A proud Korean. Half Korean. Whatever. I really don't care about any 
of this shit. People are entirely too invested in turning demographic into identity. 
Such as culture war BS goes. Anyway, I tried seeing if she was interested in the 
project, but she kept asking me questions about ethics and impact; indicating 
further that if my 'art' was just a cover for some kind of multifariously perverted 
expression then it wasn't art at all and was instead pornography; damn near 
adjacent to a criminal act overcompensatingly cerebrated for fear of peer 
ostracism. I chuckled uncomfortably then proudly announced I didn't give a fuck 
about peers because there was an adequately endowed amount of money in it. 
She glared at me and said nothing else. Probably because it wasn't a fucking 
hung amount of cashish. 


Research; Phillip, 29: 


PJ: Who is the biggest size gueen you know? 

Phillip: 2 

Phillip: don't really talk to people about it much. 

PJ: Oh. 

PJ: So it's not you? 

Phillip: I don't have many encounters with people who own penises. 

PJ: You wanna talk about being a grown man who plays video games instead? 
Phillip: what does that mean? 

PJ: It's a question. 

Phillip: executed as an insult. 

PJ: No, an insult would be to say I think calling yourself pan is the biggest copout 
ever. 

Phillip: it’s accurate for me. 

PJ: Is it? 

PJ: Because it seems like you justadmitted to not having much experience with 
dicks. 

Phillip: Fm pan, not gay. 

Phillip: you can have a sexual life without making it an identity that is easily 
consumed by everyon aroun you you know. 

Phillip: it’s dumb. You told me you were bi. | didn’t question your credentials. 
Because there’s no such thing. its just an orientation. lots of straight people don’t 
have experience wth the corresponding body parts they claim to prefer. ever 
heard of incels? 

PJ: Unfortunately, yes. 

Phillip: right. so cool. Now you understand. | hope. 

Phillip: i don’t care about what’s between your legs. Sensuality is about a 
marriage of mind and body. for instance, | like searing eye contact while my 
hands are being massaged. 

PJ: Gay. 

Phillip: ha. 

Phillip: maybe cock and ball torture is more your thing, guy. Ever seen those 
dudes who like getting kicked in the nuts? 

PJ: I am not familiar with this phenomenon. 

Phillip: 4% & Śy 

Phillip: nutkickcity it's a kink website dedicated entirely to focusing on the 
testicles. So like, the main objective is pain and discomfort which leads to 
pleasure. 


PJ: You enjoy this? 

Phillip: fuck no. butit fascinates me. 

PJ: lol 

PJ: I guess my brain doesn't register pain and discomfort as gateways to 
pleasure. 

Phillip: philistine. @ 

PJ: I am a simple man. 

Phillip: and that's ok. 

PJ: Why would it not be? 

Phillip: just filling space. 

Phillip: with my metaphorical fatty. 

Phillip: lol 

PJ: What about your real one? 

Phillip: Not girthy enough. 

PJ: Ever measured it? 

Phillip: no, I just eyeball it and use girl inches"M. 

PJ: That would be more generous, yes? 

Phillip: Add two inches to everything and Roberto's your tio. 
PJ: You should let me measure it. 

Phillip: I'm good. 

PJ: Obviously not if you gotta use GI. 

Phillip: All FII say is I can beat it with my whole hand. 
PJ: Two is the dream. 

Phillip: Now your just being greedy. 

Phillip: anyways that's what my girlfriend says. 

PJ: Maybe her bull is more than enough. 

Phillip: ? 

PJ: You ever watched her fuck a bull? 

Phillip: u mean I ever let her cuck me? 

PJ: | thought libs were afraid to use rightoid phrases. 
Phillip: Fm mostly just confused. 

Phillip: Pm not really liberal, dude. Like, I think they are lazy commies. 
Phillip: is this like some psychological shit your playing? 
PJ: No. She have a bull? 

Phillip: You mean does she fuck a guy with a huge dick? 
Phillip: use layman’s man. 

PJ: Yeah. 

Phillip: No. she only likes girls. 

PJ: convenient then that she’s dating you. 

Phillip: never said she couldn't. She just doesn't. 

PJ: Again, convenient. And I’m surprised you don’t know the lingo but you are 
familiar with C&BT. 


Phillip: you fucking with me? 

PJ: You want to? 

Phillip: No. you're weird. 

Phillip: said you weren't familiar. 

PJ: | did. Chalk it up to fibbing out of curiosity. Might not make sense. 

PJ: Pm more amused by the idea that there are people out there so repressed 
and/or desensitized that they can't get off in regular ways. They watch too much 
porn. Or not enough. They are either overly interested in their bodies or are 
completely disgusted by them. And they don't see these things as mental health 
issues but as normal kinks. 

Phillip: you really believe that? 

PJ: maybe. 

Phillip: you do or you don't. 

PJ: What's in a kink? 

Phillip: | don't know my man. 

PJ: You don’t seem interested in sexting, so I'm glomming on to what is 
interesting about our exchange. 

Phillip: Sexting is boring. 

PJ: How about phone sex? 

Phillip: we in the ‘90s? 

Phillip: next you wanna read me some skanky fan fiction? My girl loves that stuff. 
PJ: but not big dicks? You are the only man who satisfies her? 

PJ: I think it's weird she fucks you but only fucks girls besides. I've seen more 
physically attractive men than you outside of 7-11 on a Sunday morning. 

PJ: you must be adept at the art of cunnilingus. 

Phillip: No lie there. 

PJ: So that's it? 

Phillip: I also make a lot of money. 

PJ: Playing video games. 

Phillip: you sound jealous. 

PJ: Just indulging in my kink. 

Phillip: Being an ashole to strangers is a kink? 

PJ: You tell me. What's a normal kink? 

Phillip: define normal. 

PJ: Normal is the most basic form of the defined object, subject or concept. It's 
not that complicated, Foucault. 

Phillip: doesn’t sound right. but I'll play along. If a kink is an uncommon sexual 
concept, a kink itself could never be normal. 

PJ: Because normal is universal. Expected. 

Phillip: sure? But | have a hard time labeling anything as universal. Sounds kind 
of moralistic. 

PJ: Morals have surprisingly little to do with most things. 


Phillip: Sexuality can't be moral? 

PJ: The better question is who gives a fuck if it is or isn't? 

Phillip: Pm sure the unconsenting might. 

PJ: Do you approach any partner physically without consent? 

Phillip: No. 

PJ: Then what’s that got to do with you? 

PJ: The problem is that we start with the premise that sexuality has an inherent 
moral precept attached to it as opposed to being a fact of being a mammal on 
earth. It does not. Fucking is just fucking. We attach modes of decorum to the act 
in order to prevent abuses, but the sinner is no progeny of the sin. 

Phillip: you lost me. 

PJ: Don’t worry. | lost myself too. 

Phillip: lol 

PJ: | guess what I’m saying is that most sexual idiosyncrasies are products of 
poorly constructed social mores and not based on material realities. 

Phillip: huh? 

PJ: | think the cool kids call it praxis. 

Phillip: i thought the cool kids preached restraint, consent, and acceptance. 

PJ: lol. 

Phillip: are you suggesting none of those things are good? 

PJ: Not entirely, no. they can all be positives, but in current discourse, it assumes 
something ontologically amiss with certain subsets of society. 

Phillip: layman’s, I’m telling you, man. | don’t understand half that shit. That's like 
me trying to explain to you sliders in 2k as if you play regularly like me or 
something. 

PJ: Would you like to see my dick? 

Phillip: Not at all. 

PJ: So I’m just going to send it anyway. 

Phillip: | don’t want it. 

PJ: What can you do to stop me? 

Phillip: block you, homie. 

PJ: But I'll have already sent it. You going to send it to my mom? 

Phillip: are you ok? 

PJ: Pm resplendent. 

Phillip: does that mean sexual predator? 

PJ: Why would you assume that? 

Phillip: Because you seem to want to show me your dick even tho I said no. 

PJ: I think Pve shown restraint. 

Phillip: so your just “proving a point.” 

PJ: 5 

Phillip: fuckin wierd. 


PJ: It’s a dick. Most adult have seen at least one. Why's everyone dying on that 
hill? 

Phillip: I don't know how to respond to that “-” shit. 

Phillip: why should anyone have to see it? 

PJ: what's the harm in an adult seeing it? 

Phillip: What next? Gonna ask why you can't say the n word? 
PJ: That would be foolish. 

Phillip: but not illegal. 

PJ: should it be? 

Phillip: yeah. 

PJ: I'm elated we agree on something. 

Phillip: lol. Please don't show me your dick. 

PJ: I'm not. 

Phillip: good. 

PJ: I just want to. 

Phillip: ? 

PJ: It’s exciting for me. A kink. 

Phillip: lol, | see what you did there. 

PJ: | wanna be your girl’s bull. 


Results: 


I did not become his girl’s bull. But I made a friend along the way. 


Research; Alejandra, 36: 


PJ: Can I just tell you first how much I adore your name? 

Ale: Thanks. 

PJ: So what is it you do? 

Ale: Entertainment lawyer. Working on becoming a sports agent. 

PJ: Nice! 

Ale: Thanks. How else am I gonna fuck basketball players? 

PJ: What a promising start! 

Ale: So this thing you're doing. Explain it to me. 

PJ: Basically, I'm a pervert. 

Ale: Lol, you and every other man. That tells me nada. 

PJ: Then you get it. 

Ale: Lol, surre. I'm not drunk enough to be flashing my tits to spit lipped guys who 
can't get laid though. 

PJ: My mouth is dry. 

Ale: Strange. Cause white dudes are always wet. 

PJ: And the girls? 

Ale: Little more work. 

PJ: Can we pretend? 

Ale: Pretend what? 

PJ: In general for now. PII clue you in when I get a better idea. 

Ale: Boy you are lucky I’m on vacation. 

PJ: I'm just lucky you're talking to me. You are beautiful. 

Ale: Don’t simp. It’s undignified. 

Ale: And no emojis. First emoji I see, I'm ending this shit. Men who use too many 
emojis are always suspect to me. 

PJ: Because it's unmasculine? 

Ale: Pm no judge of that. It just kind of belies true intent. 

Ale: Like, dude is all colorrful and happy until he doesn't get what he wants then 
he's asshole supreme. 

PJ: Got it. 

Ale: You sure? I’m not a child. All my shit was Lisa Frank, but I'm almost 40. If 
you're shit is Lisa Frank now, and you're a grown as man... I don’t know. 

PJ: I understand. 

Ale: Also, I text fast. Make mistakes. Don't judge me. I have a masters degree. Do 
you? 

PJ: Nope. 

Ale: I thought all white boys had degrees. 

PJ: Not the bad ones. 


Ale: Pm kidding. Maybe that's suspect right there. Like, how you getting grants 
and don't even have a degree? 

PJ: Because | did something in the past that earned me clout. 

Ale: And what was that? 

PJ: I sold a painting for a lot of money. I was in several magazines. 

Ale: So you're rich? 

PJ: Lol. Do you know how expensive cocaine is? 

PJ: When you buy it all the time? 

PJ: I have a deviated septum. 

Ale: Slow down. 

Ale: You serious? 

PJ: No, listen. I made half a million on a painting. After all was said and done, I 
had less than a quarter of that. I paid off all my debts, and then there was the 
unpaid child support. 

Ale: Wait, I thought I was talking to a white guy. 

Ale: You mean to tell me y'all are also capable deadbeats? 

Ale: Imao 

PJ: There are ins and outs. 

Ale: Oh surrrrrre. Lol. 

Ale: Very turned off now. Not that I wasn’t before. 

PJ: Your honesty is devastating. 

Ale: You want lies? How often do you see your child? 

PJ: Every other weekend. Birthday. Alternating holidays. 

PJ: Wasn't always like that. 

Ale: I bet not. 

Ale: So this is all to feed your kid? 

PJ: That, and, like I said, Fm a pervert. 

Ale: Perversion is not a phenomenon unique to you or anyone, really. 

Ale: You say it as though you're proud. 

Ale: That being said, it does come with a price. 

PJ: Explain. 

Ale: I don't feel like it. 

PJ: Fair enough. 

Ale: This is all inspiring me to start an OF. 

PJ: Do it! 

Ale: Maybe I can do a legal angle? Like sexy prosecutor or something. Idk. 
Ale: Probably a violation though. 

Ale: Is just showing my tits enough? I feel like men will find ways to see 
everything for free. 

PJ: That is usually the way. 

Ale: Oh well. I’m good on money. 


Ale: A friend of mine has a page and she says she only gets like 130$ a month and 
Pm like, sweetie, you could make a whole lot more stripping, but she maintains 
that she can gatekeep the skeeze or whatever more effectively through OF. I told 
her a lot of women don't have that option. Whatever. 

PJ: Reality smacks. 

PJ: You know they don't want to hear that. 

PJ: The internet “democratizes.” The actual result is atomization. I guess. 

Ale: Pm not following you. I know what you are saying definitionally, but I don't 
think it matches the context. 

PJ: Let's just keep this apolitical. 

Ale: Isn’t everything political? 

PJ: It is if you're ate up with one-upping your racist, misogynist, homophobic 
uncle at the family get together. Fine if you have that kind of energy, but most 
people don't. Seems like a lot of manufactured bs, social media performativity. 
Ale: So you were agreeing with your bigoted uncle? 

PJ: Fuck no. My uncle was the black sheep. In and out of prison. He was cool as 
shit. 

PJ: That life eventually killed him, but he had a good run. 

Ale: Interesting. So you're proud of your uncle's rebellion against the family? 

PJ: He was always good to me. Definitely more fun and interesting than my 
parents. 

Ale: We have something in common then. 

PJ: ? 

Ale: My aunt was a similar force for me. Except she wasn't a criminal. 

PJ: I see. 

Ale: Lol. 

Ale: See? 

Ale: Isn't it so nice to connect with someone? 

PJ: Yes. 

PJ: No. Not when Pm trying to see tits. 

Ale: Google, dumbass. 

PJ: I mean, that is preferable to paying to see someone's OF. 

Ale: Why is that? 

PJ: The best art is free. I can go downtown to the museum and see all that shit 
they stole for free. 

Ale: Lol, omg. Sorry, that genuinely made me giggle. 

PJ: Didl bring out the school girl in you? 

Ale: If you'd done that, I would be quiet and shit. 

Ale: Tbh, Fm more into women at this point. 

PJ: You don’t say. 

Ale: Obnviously I do. 

PJ: Nice. Tell me about that. 


Ale: Nope. 

PJ: Then why bring it up? 

Ale: We're talking, aren't we? 

Ale: Dude, I'm just tripping on the fact you don't want to pay to see someone's 
boobs. 

PJ: Why? Why would I pay for that? 

PJ: There's literally the internet. 

Ale: Then why you need to see mine? 

PJ: Good question. Another good question: why wouldn't I want to? Seeing the 
denuded person of someone in any kind of proximity to you is exciting. Perhaps 
it’s evolutionary or something. I don’t know. Looking at nude bodies online is 
depersonalized. Sure, I can stroke to it, but I also have to employ my imagination, 
which can be time consuming. Whereas, you show me a picture of yourself 
declothed in some fashion, and I can at least be hopeful. 

Ale: Hopeful of what? 

PJ: That there’s another step there. 

Ale: So, you’re using your imagination? 

PJ: In a sense. 

Ale: While I’m curious as to how you're going to intellectualize this, Pm still stuck 
on why you freely admit to looking at nude bodies online for free, yet won’t pay 
someone who doesn’t actually WANT you to see them nude, to see them nude. 
So at least there’s a material benefit for them to do so. 

PJ: If you don’t want anyone to see you nude, why commodify your body? 

Ale: | never said anyone. | said specifically you. 

PJ: So fuck PJ then? 

Ale: | guess it’d be the opposite. 

PJ: I can fuck someone without really seeing them nude. 

Ale: Yeah, but that's so awkward and impersonal. 

PJ: That's the point. 

PJ: What you're delving into has way too many fucking variables for someone 
who just wants to cum tbh. 

Ale: That's all it's about? 

PJ: For sure. 

Ale: Why does that seem ultimately joyless to me? 

PJ: Because you're a woman? 

PJ: Women feign at depth. Desire an Olympic pool when life’s mostly puddles. 
Ale: BS 

PJ: Then why don’t you tell men what you want? 

Ale: Huh? 

Ale: I rarely deal with men anymore. 

PJ: Yeah, because you think they’re pigs. Hint: they are. But you lack 
communication skills. 


Ale: You for real? 

PJ: Is that a problem? 

Ale: It's pretty fucking misogynist to blame women for shit that men for whatever 
reason can't abide. 

PJ: I'm poor. I can't afford to pay to look at your tits. 

Ale: You are not poor. You're no fucking Buk. 

PJ: Pm no comparison to one of American Lit's biggest misogynists? You're 
taking a bizarre angle here. 

Ale: Stfu. 

PJ: Lol, what are you mad about? 

Ale: I don't lack communication skills. And women are the ultimate 
communicators. 

PJ: It takes most women 3x as long to tell a story. And it's usually practically tp’d 
to death with frills no one asked for. Side quests only a noob wuld take. Learned 
that bit from a gamer friend. Ha! 

Ale: Time moves at a snail's pace when you're ogling her tits. 

PJ: Your picture indicates you appear to have none. 

Ale: Fuck you. 

PJ: Can we? 

Ale: Seriously? Gross. 

PJ: What's your cup size? 

Ale: You, an intellectual. 

PJ: That's supposed to be an insult, but I don't rate myself an intellectual at all. In 
fact, I avoid such spurious claims, even as connotations or whatever. And I'm not 
that bright anyways. 

Ale: At least you're honest about that. 

PJ: Sorry for the low blow. 

Ale: It's fine. I suspect your endowment (or lack of) has something to do with your 
misguided petulance. 

PJ: Maybe so. 

Ale: Blame women for your tiny pinga? 

PJ: Were you expecting an MRA screed or somethin”? 

Ale: I don't know what I was expecting. 

PJ: Isn’t that the best?? 

PJ: Constant surprises. 

Ale: I don't like surrises. 

Ale: surprises. 

Ale: Pm a lover of truth. 

PJ: My “pinga” I’m assuming is my dick. 

Ale: Context clues. Yay. 

PJ: But its average. 

Ale: Idc. Lol 


Ale: So you wanna come over? 
PJ: For real? 

Ale: Last time I'm asking. 

PJ: Hell yes. 

Ale: K. 


Results: 


Her place was a swanky high-rise downtown. The kind of place you might expect 
a millennial lawyer to live. She was not as thicc in person as her photos made her 
seem. But she was short, which made her tits seem massive even though they 
weren't. Her small hands and pudgy fingers lent themselves to a similar visual 
effect on my cock. She claimed to be “on the rag” and suggested I let her fuck 
me with a strap-on. | declined on the basis that in my view, women had no sense 
of depth perception with a prosthetic penile appendage as they could not 
tactilize their descent into the musky recesses of any abysmal crevices. She 
laughed and said | was a true misogynist but that she was impressed | could 
express such a bigoted view in a manner so needlessly prolix. I said thanks but I 
prefer to describe it as literary, artful. Whatever, she said. We then did shrooms 
and watched “Designing Women” for several hours. We giggled incessantly about 
the euphony of homophobic slurs as she hurled them at me the time entire in an 
effort | suppose to break me down and expose the inner contradictions I hide on 
a daily basis (but don’t we all?). Eventually she acceded to blowing me as long as 
she could finger my asshole while she was doing it. When I asked her why she 
wanted to do that, she said it calmed her gag reflex, and besides, why should I be 
the only one to have fun (?). Pm still not certain if a 12 second orgasm was worth 
feeling like there were two fingers up my ass for an entire week after the fact, but 
we both did have fun, so no harm, no foul. 


Conclusion: 


The best serting is engaged with the old classmates you randomly message 
while shroomed out and drunk. Generally it's women who've experienced a failed 
marriage or long term relationship (or two), have kids, and maybe at one point 
thought you were cute but not worth pursuing because you didn't seem the type 
to enjoy quietly sitting in corners and brooding (read: pouting, essentially) 
together as that was what passed for intimacy to the developing mind (that and 
1-3 minutes of the worst, most awkward p in v intercourse). Sometimes it’s the 
guy who called everything gay and is now super gay and waxes nostalgic on all 
the times he stared at your bulge. Flattering stuff, guy. 


Spontaneity and the organic are much more fun and have the tremendous heft of 
“authenticity” compared to the painfully wrought thought and frontful 
performativity of doing shit from a prompt for an art project (even if you wrote 
the damned prompt yourself!). If you’re going to get “canceled” while being a 
jackass creative type, you might as well go full-bore and jettison stuffy 
convention and forced interpersonal niceties like consideration or respect—for 
the instant gratification vicinal to the instantly gratifiable. 


Phrases like, “satisfaction is the death of desire” (gay) and “good things come to 
those who wait” (gayer), are bourgeois utterances, calls for moderation from a 
crowd that is every bit as averse to it as anyone else. YOLO beat out mindfulness 
many moons ago. And those same shit-for-brains pontificators would never 
admit to being the biggest degenerates of all. They want to normalize shit that 
isn’t normal. Because all that repression and the resultant rebellious 
transgression of it numbed them to sensation. 


So everything is fucking extreme and hilariously so, but don’t laugh at them, god 
forbid. Don’t critique (as it might be misconstrued for all the shame they 
experienced; it is the disinterrment of their various OCDs and traumas), and sure 
as fuck don’t be shamelessly free and easy with your own sexuality. Conversely 
and/or relatedly, don’t be upset when you’re in a drought, languishing in 
fucklessness because for them, being a frustrated sexless pervert (of the male 
variety) is one step away from being a mass murderer. Sex isn’t owed, they'll 
claim (correctly, mind you) and if we had our way, it’d be doled out through a 
rigorous in-group process that ensures the worst possible outcomes that we'll 
blame not on our slap-dash, myopic social engineering, but on the individuals 
who can’t face muster in a sea of intensely caveated rules and regulations. 


This is all to say that I’m really padding this shit for the money, and because Mr. 
Anderson, who is a massive dumb fuck who vigorously swabs his ears with 


Q-Tips while watching reruns of “Jersey Shore” or ironically watching old clips of 
“Red Eye” because it's fashionable (yes, rightoids are dumb, but you're a 
contender), would never meaningfully engage with any of my projects. Ever. 


Also, everyone at City Hall can suck my dick because the check's already cashed. 
Assholes. Fill in some potholes. Make public transport great again. Lazy turd 


cutters. 


Fin. 
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